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actually  fluttering.  ‘ But  she  was  too  slow  in 
going  off/  Wilmot  went  on  telling  me,  his  dirty 
face  twitching  and  the  damned  carter’s  whip 
shaking  in  his  hand.  ‘She  seemed  to  stick 
fast/  The  flutter  of  the  canvas  above  his  head 
ceased.  At  this  critical  moment  the  wind 
hauled  aft  with  a gust  again,  filling  the  sails,  and 
sending  the  ship  with  a great  way  upon  the 
rocks  on  her  lee  bow.  She  had  been  too  slow 
and  had  overreached  herself  in  her  last  little 
game.  Her  time  had  come  — the  hour,  the 
man,  the  blind  night,  the  gust  of  wind,  the 
right  woman  to  put  an  end  to  her.  She  deserved 
nothing  better.  Strange  are  the  instruments  of 
Providence!  There’s  a sort  of  poetical  justice, 
too.  ...” 

The  man  in  tweeds  looked  hard  at  me. 

“The  first  ledge  she  went  over  stripped  the 
false  keel  off  her.  Rip!  The  skipper,  rushing 
out  of  his  berth,  found  a crazy  girl  in  a red 
dressing-gown  flying  round  and  round  the 
saloon,  screeching  like  a cockatoo  — the  next 
bump  knocked  her  clean  under  the  cabin  table. 
It  also  started  the  stern-post  and  carried  away 


s? 

the  rudder.  And  then  the  brute  ran  up  on  to  a 
shelving  rocky  shore,  tearing  her  bottom  out, 
till  she  stopped  and  the  foremast  dropped  over 
the  bows  like  a gangway. 

“Anybody  lost?”  I asked. 

“No  — unless  that  fellow  Wilmot,  and  that’s 
rather  worse  than  death,”  answered  the  gentle- 
man unknown  to  Miss  Blank,  looking  round  for 
his  cap.  “They  got  ashore  all  right.  She 
didn’t  begin  to  break  up  till  next  day.  . . . 

Rain  left  off,”  he  went  on.  “I  must  get  on  my 
bike.  I live  in  Herne  Bay  — came  out  for  a 
spin  this  morning.” 

He  nodded  at  me  in  a friendly  way  and  went 
out  with  a swagger. 

“Do  you  know  who  he  is,  Jermyn?”  I asked. 

The  North  Sea  pilot  shook  his  head  dismally. 
“I’m  waiting  for  my  ship  to  come  down,”  he 
said  in  a lugubrious  tone,  again  spreading  his 
damp  handkerchief  like  a curtain  before  the 
glowing  grate. 

On  going  out,  1 exchanged  a glance  and  a 
smile  (strictly  proper)  with  the  respectable 
Miss  Blank,  barmaid  of  the  Three  Crows. 
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LINCOLN’S  REELECTION  AND  THE  CLOSE  OF  THE  WAR 


HE  leisure  hours  of  camp 
life  during  the  winter  and 
spring  of  1864  had  per- 
mitted me  to  plod  through 
several  volumes  of  Herbert 
Spencer  and  to  carry  on  a 
somewhat  active  corre- 
spondence with  friends  in  Washington  and 
various  parts  of  the  Northern  States.  The 
political  intelligence  brought  by  letters  and 
newspapers  was  by  no  means  cheering.  To 
the  army  mind  — that  is,  to  those  in  the 
field  looking  at  political  happenings  from 
afar  and  having  nothing  in  view  but  to  bring 
the  struggle  against  the  rebellion  and  for  the 
restoration  of  the  Union  under  the  new  con- 
ditions to  a successful  issue  — the  require- 
ments of  the  situation  appeared  to  be  simple 
and  clear.  The  one  thing  needed  first  of  all 
seemed  to  be  that  the  administration  be 
supported  in  its  efforts  to  rally  the  whole 


force  of  the  Union  sentiment  of  the  country 
against  the  common  enemy.  But  the  crit- 
icism ,of  the  government  — legitimate  in 
itself,  if  it  was  designed  only  to  enlighten  the 
administration  and  to  lead  to  a correction 
of  its  errors  — had  assumed  a virulent  temper 
and  been  turned  into  attempts  to  prevent  the 
renomination  of  Mr.  Lincoln. 

Bitter  Opposition  to  the  President 

The  most  alarming  feature  of  this  commotion 
was  that  many  men  were  active  in  it  whose 
patriotism  was  above  question  and  whose 
character  stood  so  high  in  public  estimation 
that  their  example  might  exercise  a wide  influ- 
ence. There  was  much  impatience  at  the  slow 
progress  of  the  war  for  the  Union,  and  the 
administration  was  largely  held  responsible 
for  it.  The  most  impetuous  of  the  impatient 
urged  that  a President  must  be  chosen  who 
would  carry  on  the  war  with  more  energy. 
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Not  a few  serious  patriots,  especially  in  the 
East,  were  displeased  with  Mr.  Lincoln’s  some- 
what loose  ways  of  conducting  the  public  busi- 
ness, with  his  rustic  manners  and  the  robust 
character  of  his  humor,  and  concluded  that 
the  Republic  must  have  a President  more 
mindful  of  the  dignity  of  his  office.  In  some 
of  the  States  fierce  factional  fights  were  raging 
among  the  Union  men,  and  if  Mr.  Lincoln 
seemed  to  favor  one  faction  the  other  faction 
would  demand  the  election  of  another  President. 

It  was  publicly  said,  and  believed  by  many, 
that  Mr.  Lincoln  had  only  one  steadfast  friend 
in  the  lower  house  of  Congress  and  a few  more 
in  the  Senate,  the  disaffection  being  due  partly 
to  the  fact  that  Mr.  Lincoln  had  not  been  able 
to  gratify  the  wishes  of  senators  and  congress- 
men as  to  appointments,  partly  to  differences  of 
opinion  as  to  the  reconstruction  policy  to  be 
adopted.  These  various  elements  of  dis- 
content combined  would  possibly  have  con- 
stituted a formidable  force,  had  they  been 
able  to  unite  upon  an  opposition  candidate 
who  would  have  satisfied  the  country  that 
he  was  better  fitted  for  the  Presidency  in  this 
crisis  than  Afr.  Lincoln.  But  the  only  states- 
man of  high  standing  who  in  any  degree  ap- 
peared available  for  such  a purpose  was  Mr. 
Chase,  who,  with  all  his  great  qualities,  seemed 
unable  to  call  forth  any  popular  enthusiasm. 
Neither  could  the  candidacy  of  General  Fre- 
mont— brought  forward  . by  the  radicals  of 
Missouri,  highly  respectable  and  patriotic  men 
who  were  embittered  by  the  countenance  given 
by  Mr.  Lincoln  to  the  “conservative”  faction 
in  that  State  — command  much  general  confi- 
dence and  support. 

These  distracting  movements  inside  the 
Union  party  could  therefore  serve  only  to 
encourage  and  strengthen  the  Democrats. 
With  great  skill  and  energy,  they  worked 
upon  the.  desire  for  peace  naturally  existing 
and  growing  among  the  people  as  the  war 
dragged  on  without  any  distinct  prospect  of 
its  early  termination,  and  hoped  to  ride  into 
power  on  the  strength  of  the  peace  cry  and 
on  the  charge  that  the  policy  of  the  Republican 
administration  had  resulted  in  utter  failure. 

Would  not  the  rejection  of  Mr.  Lincoln 
by  the  Republican  National  Convention  be 
tantamount  to  an  open  confession  of  such 
failure  and  thus  put  a terrible  weapon  in  the 
hands  of  the  opposition  ? Quite  aside  from  his 
exceptional  hold  upon  the  esteem  and  affection 
of  the  masses  of  the  people,  was  not  Lincoln’s 
renomination  so  natural  — indeed,  so  neces- 
sary — that  it  was  difficult  to  understand  how 
any  unprejudiced  Union  man  could  oppose  it? 
i hat,  in  spite  of  all  this,  such  opposition  should 


find  the  support  of  estimable  Union  men  was 
indeed  an  alarming  symptom. 

Schur y Urged  to  Campaign  for  Lincoln 

This  aspect  of  the  situation  disquieted  me 
profoundly.  I did  not,  indeed,  seriously  ap- 
prehend that  Mr.  Lincoln’s  nomination  could 
be  prevented;  but  the  question  was,  whether 
the  efforts  made  to  prevent  it  would  not 
have  a demoralizing  effect  upon  the  party 
and  put  his  success  at  the  election  in  jeopardy. 
And  in  case  of  the  government  falling  into  the 
hands  of  the  Democratic  party,  in  whose  coun- 
cils such  men  as  Vallandigham  and  Fernando 
Wood  wielded  much  — perhaps  decisive  — - 
influence,  the  probability  was  that  either  the 
dissolution  of  the  Union  would  be  acquiesced 
in,  or  the  Union  would  be  patched  up  again  by 
means  of  a compromise  involving  the  preserva- 
tion of  slavery. 

In  the  troubled  contemplation  of  this 
appalling  possibility,  it  occurred  to  me  that  I 
might  perhaps  render  better  service  by  entering 
the  political  campaign  as  a speaker  than  by 
superintending  the  training  of  new  troops  in  my 
camp' near  Nashville  for  the  uncertain  contin- 
gency of  their  ever  firing  a cartridge.  I received 
various  letters  suggesting  the  same  thing, 
among  them  a very  urgent  one  from  Mr.  Elihu 
B.  Washburne,  a prominent  member  of  Con- 
gress from  Illinois,  and  another  from  Thaddeus 
Stevens  of  Pennsylvania,  who  painted  to  me  in 
strong  colors  the  dangers  of  the  situation,  and 
insisted  that  I must  “go  on  the  stump,”  as  I 
had  done  in  the  campaign  of  i860.  Finally  I 
concluded  that  I ought  to  do  so,  I wrote  to 
Mr.  Lincoln  informing  him  of  my  purpose. 
In  his  reply  he  observed  that  if  I did  so  it 
would  be  at  the  risk  of  my  active  employment 
in  the  army.  I was  willing  to  take  the  risk 
unconditionally,  and  asked,  through  the  regular 
military  channels,  to  be  relieved  from  my 
present  duties.  This  relief  was  granted,  and  I 
promptly  gave  up  my  command  of  the  camp 
and  journeyed  to  Bethlehem,  Pennsylvania, 
where  my  family  was  at  the  time,  and  asked  for 
permission  to  visit  Washington  — military 
officers  being  at  that  time  forbidden  to  visit 
Washington  without  special  permission  from 
the  War  Department.  I wished  to  confer  with 
Mr.  Lincoln  on  the  political  situation,  and  more 
particularly  to  get  his  view  of  the  exigencies  of 
the  campaign.  The  official  permit  for  a visit  to 
Washington  arrived  promptly. 

Although  Lincoln,  to  the  astonishment  of 
his  Republican  opponents,  who  would  not 
recognize  any  popular  force  behind  him,  was 
renominated  with  substantial  unanimity  by 
the  National  Convention,  the  hostile  move- 


HORACE  GREELEY 


ments  in  the  Republican  ranks  did  not  cease. 
Senator  Benjamin  F.  Wade  from  Ohio,  one 
of  the  oldest,  most  courageous,  and  most 
highly  respected  of  the  antislavery  cham- 
pions, and  Henry  Winter  Davis,  a member 
of  the  national  House  of  Representatives 
from  Maryland,  a man  of  high  character  and 
an  orator  of  rare  brilliancy,  rose  in  open  revolt 
against  Lincoln’s  reconstruction  ideas,  and 
issued  a formal  manifesto  in  which,  in  language 
of  startling  vehemence,  they  assailed  the  integ- 


rity of  his  motives  as  those  of  a usurper  carried 
away  by  lust  of  power;  and  then  cries  arose  in 
the  most  unexpected  quarters  that  Lincoln 
could  not  possibly  be  elected.  Such  men  as 
Horace  Greeley  and  Thurlow  Weed,  usually 
hostile  to  one  another  in  Republican  factional 
fights,  united  in  the  gloomy  prediction  that 
Lincoln  would  most  surely  be  defeated;  and 
men  of  similar  importance,  severally  and  as 
members  of  committees,  plied  Lincoln  himself 
with  urgent  entreaties  that  he  should  withdraw 
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from  the  contest  and  make  room  for  another 
more  promising  candidate.  Neither  was  there 
much  encouragement  in  the  popular  temper 
as  it  manifested  itself  during  the  first  two 
months  after  Lincoln’s  renomination.  The  peo- 
ple seemed  to  be  utterly  spiritless.  They  would 
hardly  attend  a mass-meeting,  much  less  inspire 
the  speaker  with  enthusiastic  acclamations. 

Lincoln's  Answer  to  his  Opponents 

I called  upon  Mr.  Lincoln  on  a hot  afternoon 
late  in  July.  He  greeted  me  cordially,  and 
asked  me  to  wait  in  the  office  until  he  should 
be  through  with  the  current  business  of  the 
day,  and  then  to  spend  the  evening  with  him 
at  the  cottage  on  the  grounds  of  the  Soldiers’ 
Home  which  he  occupied  during  the  summer. 
In  the  carriage  on  the  way  thither,  he  made 
various  inquiries  concerning  the  attitude  of  this 
and  that  public  man  and  this  and  that  group  of 
people,  and  we  discussed  the  question  whether 
it  would  be  good  policy  to  attempt  an  active 
campaign  before  the  Democrats  should  have 
“shown  their  hand”  in  their  National  Conven- 
tion, which  would  meet  on  the  29th  of  August. 
He  argued  that  such  an  attempt  would  be 
unwise  unless  some  unforeseen  change  in  the 
situation  called  for  it.  Arrived  at  the  cottage, 
he  asked  me  to  sit  down  with  him  on  a lounge 
in  a sort  of  parlor  which  was  rather  scantily 
furnished,  and  began  to  speak  about  the 
attacks  made  upon  him  by  party  friends  and 
their  efforts  to  force  his  withdrawal  from  the 
candidacy.  The  substance  of  what  he  said  1 
can  recount  from  a letter  which  I wrote  at  the 
time  to  an  intimate  friend. 

He  spoke  as  if  he  felt  a pressing  need  to  ease 
his  heart  by  giving  voice  to  the  sorrowful 
thoughts  distressing  him.  He  would  not  com- 
plain of  the  fearful  burden  of  care  and  respon- 
sibility put  upon  his  shoulders.  Nobody  knew 
the  weight  of  that  burden  sa’ce  himself.  But 
was  it  necessary,  was  it  generous,  was  it  right  to 
impeach  even  the  rectitude  of  his  motives? 
“They  urge  me  with  almost  virulent  language,” 
he  said,“  to  withdraw  from  the  contest,  although 
I have  been  unanimously  nominated,  in  order 
to  make  room  for  a better  man.  I wish  1 
could.  Perhaps  some  other  man  might  do  this 
business  better  than  I.  That  is  possible.  ! do 
not  deny  it.  But  1 am  here,  and  that  better- 
man  is  not  here.  And  if  I should  step  aside  to 
make  room  for  him,  it  is  not  at  all  sure  — per- 
haps not  even  probable  — that  he  would  get 
here.  It  is  much  more  likely  that  the  factions 
opposed  to  me  would  fall  to  fighting  among 
themselves,  and  that  those  who  want  me  to 
make  room  for  a better  man  would  get  a man 
whom  most  of  them  would  not  want  in  at  all. 


My  withdrawal  therefore  might,  and  probably 
would,  bring  on  a confusion  worse  confounded. 
God  knows,  I have  at  least  tried  very  hard  to 
do  my  duty  — to  do  right  to  everybody  and 
wrong  to  nobody.  And  now  to  have  it  said  by 
men  who  have  been  my  friends,,  and  who 
ought  to  know  me  better,  that  1 have  been 
seduced  by  what  they  call  the  lust  of  power,  and 
that  I have  been  doing  this  and  that  unscrupu- 
lous thing  hurtful  to  the  common  cause,  only  to 
keep  myself  in  office  ! Have  they  thought  of 
that  common  cause  when  trying  to  break  me 
down?  1 hope  they  have.” 

The  Administration  Vindicated 

So  he  went  on,  as  if  speaking  to  himself,  now 
pausing  for  a second,  then  uttering  a sentence 
or  two  with  vehement  emphasis.  Meanwhile 
the  dusk  of  evening  had  set  in,  and  when  the 
room  was  lighted  1 thought  I saw  his  sad  eyes 
moist  and  his  rugged  features  working  strangely 
as  if  under  a very  strong  and  painful  emotion. 
At  last  he  stopped  as  if  waiting  for  me  to  say 
something.  Deeply  touched  as  1 was,  I only 
expressed  as  well  as  1 could  my  confident 
assurance  that  the  people,  undisturbed  by  the 
bickerings  of  his  critics,  believed  in  him  and 
would  faithfully  stand  by  him.  The  conver- 
sation, then  turning  upon  things  to  be  done, 
became  more  cheerful,  and  in  the  course  of 
the  evening  he  explained  to  me  various  acts 
of  the  administration  which  in  the  campaign 
might  be  questioned  and  call  for  defense. 
As  to  his  differences  with  members  of  Congress 
concerning  reconstruction,  he  laid  particular 
stress  upon  the  fact  that,  looked  at  from  a con- 
stitutional standpoint,  the  Executive  could  do 
many  things,  by  virtue  of  the  war  power,  which 
Congress  could  not  do  in  the  way  of  ordinary 
legislation.  When  I took  my  leave  that  night, 
he  was  in  a calm  mood;  he  indulged  himself  in  a 
few  humorous  remarks,  shook  my  hand  heartily, 
and  said:  “Well,  things  might  look  better,  and 
they  might  look  worse.  Go  in,  and  let  us  all  do 
the  best  we  can.” 

The  campaign  did  not  become  spirited  until 
after  the  Democratic  National  Convention;  but 
then  it  started  in  good  earnest,  and  the  pros- 
pects brightened  at  once.  The  Democrats, 
made  over-confident  by  the  apparent  lethargy 
of  the  popular  mind  and  the  acrimonious  wran- 
gling inside  of  the  Union  party,  had  recklessly 
overshot  the  mark.  They  declared  in  their 
platform  that  the  war  against  the  rebellion  was 
a failure,  and  that  immediate  efforts  must  be 
made  for  a cessation  of  hostilities,  with  a view 
to  an  ultimate  convention  of  all  the  States  for  a 
peaceable  settlement  on  the  basis  of  reunion. 

Considering  the  fact  that  the  leaders  of  the 
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rebellion  vociferously,  defiantly  insisted  upon 
the  independence  of  the  Southern  Confederacy 
as  a condition  sine  qua  non  of  any  settlement, 
this  proposition  looked  like  a complete  sur- 
render. It  was  too  much,  not  only  for  the 
malcontents  within  the  Union  party,  but  also 
for  many  Democrats.  Even  the  candidate  of 
their  own  party,  General  McClellan,  who  had 
been  nominated  for  the  purpose  of  conciliating 
the  patriotic  war  spirit  still  alive  in  the  Demo- 
cratic ranks,  found  it  necessary  to  repudiate 
that  part  of  the  platform  — first,  in  justice  to 
his  own  feelings,  and,  secondly,  to  save  the  last 
chance  of  success  in  the  election.  Then  came 
the  inspiring  tidings  of  Sherman’s  victorious 
march  into  the  heart  of  Georgia  and  the  capture 
of  Atlanta,  kindling  all  over  the  North  a blaze 
of  jubilant  enthusiasm  and  covering  the  de- 
claration that  the  war  was  a failure  with  con- 
temptuous derision.  And  finally,  more  potent 
perhaps  than  all  else,  the  tender  affection  of 
the  popular  heart  for  Abraham  Lincoln  burst 
forth  with  all  its  warmth.  This  tender  affec- 
tion, cherished  among  the  plain  people  of  the 
land,  among  the  soldiers  in  the  field  and  their 
“folks  at  home,”  was  a sentimental  element  of 
strength  which  Lincoln’s  critical  opponents  in 
the  Union  party  had  wholly  ignored.  Now 
they  became  aware  of  it,  not  without  surprise. 
I believe  that  had  the  Democratic  Convention 
been  more  prudent,  and  had  no  victories  hap- 
pened to  cheer  the  masses,  even  then  “Father 
Abraham’s”  personal  popularity  alone  would 
have  been  sufficient  to  give  him  the  victory  in 
the  election  of  1864.  Lincoln’s  victory  was 
triumphantly  assured  before  a vote  was  cast. 

The  Cal!  for  More  Men 

A few  days  after  the  election,  I read  in  the 
papers  the  report  of  a speech  delivered  by 
Lincoln  in  response  to  a serenade,  in  which 
he  offered  the  hand  of  friendship  to  those  who 
had  opposed  him,  in  these  words:  “Now  that 
the  election  is  over,  may  not  all,  having  a com- 
mon interest,  reunite  in  a common  effort  to  save 
our  common  country?  For  my  own  part,  I 
have  striven,  and  will  strive,  to  place  no 
obstacle  in  the  way.  So  long  as  I have  been 
here,  I have  not  willingly  planted  a thorn  in  any 
man’s  bosom.  While  I am  deeply  sensible  of 
the  high  compliment  of  a reelection,  it  adds 
nothing  to  my  satisfaction  that  any  other  man 
may  be  pained  or  disappointed  by  the  result. 
May  1 ask  those  who  were  with  me  to  join  with, 
me  in  the  same  spirit  toward  those  who  were 
against  me?”  When  I read  those  noble  words 
which  so  touchingly  revealed  the  whole  tender 
generosity  of  Lincoln’s  great  soul,  the  haggard 
face  1 had  seen  that  evening  in  the  cottage  at 


89 

the  Soldiers’  Home  rose  up  vividly  in  my 
memory. 

The  election  over,  I reported  to  the  War 
Department  for  such  duty  as  might  be  assigned 
to  me.  The  ranks  of  Grant’s  army  operating 
against  Richmond  having  been  fearfully  thinned 
by  loss  in  battle  and  by  disease,  the  government 
tried  various  expedients  to  replenish  them. 
Among  others,  a plan  was  conceived  to  organize 
a “Veteran  Corps,”  to  consist  of  old  soldiers 
who,  after  having  served  out  their  three  years’ 
term  of  enlistment,  had  left  the  army,  but  were 
physically  able  and  willing  to  reenlist  for 
further  service.  This  Veteran  Corps  was  to  be 
commanded  by  General  Hancock,  whose  con- 
spicuous gallantry  in  Grant’s  Virginia  cam- 
paign had  won  him  the  repute  of  being  the  kind 
of  commander  under  whom  it  was  an  honor  to 
serve.  I was  ordered  by  the  War  Department 
to  visit  the  governors  of  several  States  and  the 
mayors  of  a number  of  cities,  for  the  purpose  of 
winning  their  cooperation  in  the  execution  of 
this  scheme.  This  task  kept  me  traveling  a 
large  part  of  the  winter.  From  most  of  the 
officials  to  whom  I applied  I succeeded  in  ob- 
taining very  fair  assurances  of  support,  which, 
no  doubt,  were  honestly  meant,  but  were 
hardly  borne  out  by  the  results  of  the  promised 
cooperation. 

When  I personally  made  my  report  at  the 
War  Department,  Secretary  Stanton  asked  me 
to  bear  a confidential  communication,  not  to  be 
put  on  paper,  to  Mr.  Lincoln,  who  had  gone  to 
City  Point  on  the  James  River  in  order  to  have 
an  easy  and  constant  conference  with  General 
Grant.  I found  Mr.  Lincoln  in  excellent 
spirits.  He  was  confident  that  the  fall  of  Rich- 
mond, and  with  it  the  total  collapse  of  the 
rebellion,  would  come  in  the  near  future;  and 
of  the  political  situation,  of  which  he  spoke 
with  great  freedom,  he  took  a hopeful  view, 
much  in  contrast  with  the  depression  of  mind 
which  he  had  shown  at  our  last  meeting,  during 
the  Presidential  campaign.  He  felt  that  his 
triumphant  reelection  had  given  him  a moral 
authority  stronger  than  that  which  he  had  pos- 
sessed before,  and  he  trusted  that  this  strength- 
ened authority,  used  with  discretion  and  in  a 
friendly  and  magnanimous  spirit,  would  secure 
to  his  opinions  concerning  the  measures  of 
reconstruction  he  thought  it  wise  to  adopt  a 
friendlier  consideration  on  the  part  of  the  lead- 
ing Unionists  in  Congress  and  in  the  country. 
He  did  not  say  this  in  terms,  but  I gathered  it 
from  the  tone  of  his  utterances. 

Lincoln's  Tact 

And  here  I may  mention  a story,  thoroughly 
characteristic  of  Lincoln’s  ways,  which  I heard 
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in  passing  through  Washington.  Charles  Sum- 
ner had  formed  a theory  of  State  suicide  which 
gave  to  the  national  government  absolute  lib- 
erty of  action  as  to  the  status  of  the  States  in 
rebellion  and  their  reconstruction  after  the 
return  of  peace.  This  theory  stood  in  sharp 
contrast  to  Lincoln’s  ideas,  but  Sumner  clung 
to  it  with  his  peculiar  tenacity.  The  difference 
of  opinion  between  the  two  men  was  so  radical 
and  outspoken  that  at  the  time  of  Lincoln’s 
second  inauguration  an  actual  rupture  of  their 
personal  relations  was  currently  reported  and 
widely  believed.  But,  in  spite  of  their  dis- 
agreements and  jarrings,  Lincoln  at  heart 
esteemed  Sumner  very  highly,  and  Sumner, 
although  sometimes  seriously  disturbed  by 
Lincoln’s  acts  or  failures  to  act,  had  implicit 
confidence  in  the  rectitude  of  his  character  and 
the  justness  of  his  ultimate  aims.  Now,  when 
Lincoln  heard  of  the  rumor  speaking  of  his 
personal  rupture  with  Sumner,  he  at  once 
resolved  to  discredit  it  by  an  open  demonstra- 
tion. On  the  evening  of  the  inauguration  ball, 
he  suddenly  appeared  in  his  carriage  with  Mrs. 
Lincoln  and  Mr.  Colfax,  Speaker  of  the  House 
of  Representatives,  at  Mr.  Sumner’s  house, 
and  invited  the  senator  to  join  them.  Being 
asked  by  the  President,  he  could  not  re- 
fuse. And  then,  arrived  at  the  ball-room, 
the  President  further  asked  the  senator  to 
offer  Mrs.  Lincoln  his  arm  and  to  take  her  in. 
The  senator,  with  grave  gallantry,  complied, 
and  appeared  before  all  the  assembled  multi- 
tude, if  not  as  a member  of  Lincoln’s  family,  at 
least  as  one  of  his  dearest  and  most  honored 
friends.  After  this  their  difference  of  opinion 
continued,  although  much  softened;  but  there 
wab  no  more  talk  of  a personal  rupture  between 
Lincoln  and  Sumner. 

News  of  Lee's  Surrender 

Shortly  after  my  return  from  City  Point,  I 
received  an  order  from  the  War  Department  to 
report  at  once  for  duty  to  General  Sherman  at 
Goldsboro  in  North  Carolina.  I obeyed  with- 
out delay.  The  concentration  of  troops  at 
Goldsboro  included;  aside  from  Sherman’s 
army  proper,  with  which  he  had  executed  the 
famous  march  from  Atlanta  to  the  sea  and  from 
Savannah  to  North  Carolina,  the  Twenty-third 
Corps,  under  General  Schofield,  and  the  Tenth 
Corps,  under  General  Terry.  These  forces  were 
now  divided  into  three  armies:  the  Army  of  the 
Tennessee,  under  General  Howard;  the  Army 
of  the  Ohio,  under  General  Schofield;  and  the 
Army  of  Georgia,  under  General  Slocum. 
When  I presented  my  order  to  General  Sherman, 
he  greeted  me  like  an  old  friend,  and  ordered  me 
to  report  to  General  Slocum  for  employment  in 


the  Army  of  Georgia.  1 found  with  General 
Slocum  a pleasant  reception,  and  as  there  was 
at  the  time  no  proper  command  vacant  in  the 
Army  of  Georgia,  he  appointed  me  temporarily 
as  his  chief  of  staff.  From  the  very  beginning 
our  relations  were  hearty  and  confidential. 

There  was  a general  feeling  that  the  final 
collapse  of  the  Confederacy,  and  with  it  the  end 
of  the  war,  could  not  be  far  distant;  but  it  was 
supposed  that  Sherman’s  command,  after 
having  put  itself  in  communication  with 
General  Grant’s  forces,  would  still  have  the 
honor  of  participating  in  the  capture  of  Rich- 
mond and  of  Lee’s  army.  With  that  view, 
Sherman  ordered  his  forces  to  be  ready  to  move 
on  the  morning  of  April  i ith;  but  that  morning 
brought  us  the  news  that  Richmond  had  fallen, 
and  that  General  Lee  was  making  an  effort  to 
effect  a junction  with  General  “Joe”  Johnston’s 
army,  which  was  at  some  distance  in  our  front. 
Thereupon  General  Sherman  resolved  to  march 
directly  upon  Raleigh,  hoping  to  strike  Johnston 
at  Smithfield.  It  was  at  the  village  of  Smith- 
field  that  I heard  rebel  bullets  whistle  for  the 
last  time.  It  appeared  that  Johnston  had  left 
that  place  and  marched  to  Raleigh,  leaving  a 
small  rear-guard  behind,  with  whom  we  had  a 
very  slight  skirmish.  Cn  the  12th,  while  I was 
riding  by  General  Slocum’s  side  in  the  column 
of  march,  we  observed  a horseman  galloping 
toward  us,  swinging  his  hat  and  shouting  some- 
thing to  the  troops,  to  which, they  responded 
with  a wild  hurrah.  When  he  came  near,  we 
understood  his  shout  to  be:  “Grant  has  cap- 
tured Lee’s  army  !” 

Lincoln  Assassinated 

Now  there  could  no  longer  be  any  doubt  that 
the  end  of  the  war  was  actually  at  hand. 
Indeed,  hardly  one  day  had  elapsed,  after  our 
arrival  at  Raleigh,  when  a flag  of  truce  brought 
a message  from  General  Johnston,  asking  for  a 
suspension  cf  hostilities  and  a meeting  between 
him  and  General  Sherman  for  the  arrangement 
of  terms  of  surrender.  The  meeting  was  fixed 
for  April  17th,  at  a point  intermediate  between 
the  two  armies. 

Just  as  he  was  leaving  Raleigh  on  that  morn- 
ing, Sherman  received  a telegraphic  message 
from  Secretary  Stanton  containing  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  assassination  of  President 
Lincoln.  While  Sherman  was  gone  to  confer 
with  Johnston  the  terrible  news  was  kept  secret 
from  our  troops,  to  be  revealed  to  them  by  a gen- 
eral order  the  next  day.  I well  remember  the 
effect  the  announcement  had  upon  them.  The 
camps,  which  for  two  days  had  been  fairly 
resounding  with  jubilation  over  the  advent  of 
peace,  suddenly  fell  into  gloomy  stillness.  The 
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CHARLES  SUMNER 

His  “ State-suicide  ” theory  almost  caused  a rupture  in  his  personal 

relations  with  Lincoln 


friend  cf  their  homes  and  families.  When  the 
foul  deed  by  which  he  had  been  taken  off  was 
made  known,  they  did  not  vent  their  feelings 
in  loud  tones  of  anger  and  vengeance,  but  they 
sat  round  their  camp-fires,  either  silent  or  com- 
municating their  wrathful  grief  to  one  another 


upon  the  “enemy’s  country,”  there  would  have 
been  danger  of  vengeance  taken  for  Abraham 
Lincoln’s  blood  that  might  have  made  the 
century  shudder. 

The  people  of  the  South  themselves  felt 
keenly  that  the  murder  of  Lincoln  was  the 


soldiers  admired  their  great  generals,  and  often 
saluted  some  of  them  with  enthusiastic  accla- 
mations ; but  their  President,  their  good  “ Father 
Abraham,”  they  loved.  Him  they  carried  in 
their  hearts  as  their  personal  friend  and  the 


in  grim  murmurs.  But  as  I went  among  them 
and  here  and  there  caught  their  utterances,  it 
occurred  to  me  that  now  it  was  the  highest  time 
that  war  should  cease.  If  it  had  continued, 
and  if  these  men  had  once  more  been  let  loose 
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worst  blow  that  could  have  fallen  upon  them. 
As  General  Sherman  told  us,  Johnston  and 
the  generals  of  his  army  received  the  bloody 
news  with  utter  consternation. 

Sherman's  Extraordinary  Blunder 

It  was,  indeed,  high  time  that  war  should 
cease,  but  it  did  not  cease  without  a by-play 
much  to  be  regretted.  On  the  1 8th  of  April 
General  Sherman  met  General  Johnston  again, 
and  agreed  with  him  upon  a treaty  of  surrender 
intended  to  embrace  all  the  Confederate  armies 
in  the  field.  Its  provisions  were  astonishing  to 
the  last  degree.  It  stipulated,  subject  to  the 
approval  of  the  President,  that  the  Confederate 
armies  should  be  “disbanded  and  conducted  to 
their  several  State  capitals,  there  to  deposit 
their  arms  and  public  property  in  the  State 
arsenals”;  that  the  Executive  of  the  United 
States  should  “recognize  the  several  State 
governments  on  their  officers  and  legislatures 
taking  the  oaths  prescribed  by  the  Constitution 
of  the  United  States,  and  where  conflicting 
State  governments  had  resulted  from  the  war, 
the  legitimacy  of  all  should  be  submitted  to  the 
Supreme  Court  of  the  United  States”;  that 
“all  the  Federal  courts  should  be  reestablished 
in  the  several  States,  with  powers  as  defined  by 
the  Constitution  of  the  United  States  and  of  the 
States  respectively”;  that  “the  people  and 
inhabitants  of  all  the  States  be  guaranteed, 
as  far  as  the  Executive  can,  their  political 
rights  and  privileges,  as  well  as  their  rights 
of  person  and  property  as  defined  by  the 
Constitution  of  the  United  States  and  cf  the 
States  respectively”;  that  “the  Executive 
authority  of  the  Government  of  the  United 
States  should  not  disturb  any  of  the  people 
by  reason  of  the  late  war,  so  long  as  they 
live  in  peace  and  quiet,  and  obey  the  laws  in 
existence  at  the  place  of  their  residence”; 
in  short,  that  the  “war  was  to  cease,  and  a 
general  amnesty  be  granted  on  condition  that 
the  armies  be  disbanded,  the  arms  distributed, 
and  peaceful  pursuits  resumed.” 

It  required  no  extraordinary  political  fore- 
sight to  predict  the  prompt  rejection  of  the 
Sherman -Johnston  agreement  by  the  govern- 
ment as  well  as  by  the  public  opinion  of  the 
country.  I was  very  much  distressed  — not 
as  if  there  could  have  been  any  doubt  as  to  the 
final  outcome*of  the  matter,'  but  on  account  of 
General  Sherman.  With  all  his  companions  in 
arms,  I esteemed  him  very  highly  and  cherished 
a genuine  affection  for  him.  And  now,  to  think 
that,  at  the  very  close  of  his  splendid  career  in 
the  War  for  the  Union,  he  should  by  one  incon- 
siderate act  bring  upon  himself  the  sure  of 
the  government  and  of  the  country  was  sad 


indeed.  And  this  one  inconsiderate  act  was  so 
foreign  to  what  had  been,  and  were  again  to  be, 
his  natural  tendencies!  It  was  the  same  man 
who,  in  October,  1863,  had  written  to  the 
Secretary  of  the  Treasury:  “By  the  vicissitude 
of  war  I was  again  forced  into  the  command  of 
a Department.  I almost  shrink  from  a com- 
mand that  involves  me  in  civil  matters  which  I 
do  not  understand.  Politics,  or  the  means  to 
influence  a civil  people,  are  mysteries  which  I 
do  not  comprehend.”  And  in  our  intercourse 
of  later  years  he  often  said  to  me:  “I  know 
nothing  of  politics,  and  don’t  want  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  politics.  I leave  all  my 
politics  to  John”  — his  brother,  the  senator. 
And  now,  at  the  supreme  moment  of  the  final 
closing  up  of  the  Civil  War,  when  all  the  people 
stood  on  tiptoe  to  watch  and  scrutinize  every 
word  that  was  spoken  and  every  stroke  of  the 
pen  by  those  on  the  theater  of  great  events,  that 
he  should  jump  with  both  feet  into  politics  of 
the  weightiest  kind,  and  in  a manner  which 
could  not  possibly  find  acceptance  with  his 
government  and  the  vast  majority  of  his  coun- 
trymen — it  was  an  almost  tragic  spectacle. 

Of  course,  his  motives  were  good.  What- 
ever may  have  been  said  to  the  contrary,  he 
was  most  kindly  disposed  toward  the  Southern 
people  and  wanted  to  treat  them  with  the  most 
generous  consideration.  Besides,  he  feared 
that  the  disbanded  rebel  armies  might  form 
themselves  into  guerrilla  bands  and  so  harass 
the  country  for  an  indefinite  period  of  time,  by 
an  irregular  sort  of  warfare,  very  difficult  to 
suppress,  and  he  hoped  that  he  might  induce 
them  quietly  to  go  home  and  become  peaceable 
citizens  at  once  by  treating  them  very  hand- 
somely. But  he  forgot  that  Grant,  receiving 
the  surrender  of  Lee  at  Appomattox,  had  set 
him  an  example  of  handsome  treatment,  that 
this  example  had  for  him  the  character  of  a rule 
to  be  followed,  and  that  to  diverge  from  it 
would  have  been,  under  all  circumstances,  a 
dangerous  venture. 

Sherman's  Outbreak  Against  Stanton 

What  was  sure  to  follow  followed  swiftly.  As 
soon  as  the  Sherman -Johnston  treaty  came  to 
the  knowledge  of  the  government,  it  was 
promptly  disavowed;  and  as  soon  as  it  came 
to  the  knowledge  of  the  public,  the  press  broke 
into  a storm  of  angry  denunciation.  It  is 
probable  that  Stanton,  who  was  somewhat 
given  to  blunt  language,  communicated  to 
Sherman  the  disapproval  of  the  government  in 
more  than  ordinarily  brusque  terms,  and  that 
the  telegraph  did  not  mince  matters  in  acquaint- 
ing Sherman  with  what  the  papers  said.  At 
any  rate,  Sherman’s  excitable  temper  was 
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wrought  up  to  the  highest  pitch  of  exasperation, 
and  declared  itself  with  the  utmost  freedom. 

It  was  on  the  evening  after  the  arrival  of 
such  telegraphic  tidings  from  the  North  that  I 
witnessed  a scene  which  I shall  never  forget. 
At  the  so-called  "Palace/’  the  Governor’s 
mansion  in  Raleigh,  where,  if  I remember 
rightly,  Sherman  had  his  headquarters,  about 
a dozen  or  so  of  generals  were  assembled  in  a 
large,  bare  room.  They  were  all  in  a disturbed 
state  of  mind  at  the  turn  affairs  had  taken,  and 
had  come  to  get  from  Sherman  the  latest  news. 
They  sat  or  stood  around  in  rather  mute 
expectation.  But  Sherman  was  not  mute. 
He  paced  up  and  down  the  room  like  a caged 
lion,  and,  without  addressing  anybody  in  par- 
ticular, unbosomed  himself  with  an  eloquence 
of  furious  invective  which  for  a while  made  us 
all  stare.  He  lashed  the  Secretary  of  War  as 
a mean,  scheming,  vindictive  politician  who 
made  it  his  business  to  rob  military  men  of  the 
credit  earned  by  exposing  their  lives  in  the 
service  of  their  country.  He  berated  the  peo- 
ple who  blamed  him  for  what  he  had  done 
as  a mass  of  fools  not  worth  fighting  for,  who 
did  not  know  when  a thing  was  well  done.  He 
railed  at  the  press,  which  had  altogether  too 
much  freedom;  which  had  become  an  engine  of 
vilification;  which  should  be  bridled  by  severe 
laws,  so  that  the  fellows  who  wielded  too  loose  a 
pen  might  be  put  behind  bars  — and  so  on  and 
so  on.  A foreigner  unacquainted  with  the 
American  character  and  American  ways,  hear- 
ing this  wild  outburst,  might  have  believed  that 
here  was  the  beginning  of  a mutiny  of  a victo- 
rious general  against  his  government.  But 
we  who  knew  Sherman  to  be  one  of  the  most 
loyal  souls  in  America  were  troubled  by  it  only 
because  we  feared  that  by  a similar  volcanic 
eruption  in  public  he  might  seriously  com- 
promise his  character  before  the  people. 

Grant  as  a Peacemaker 

A day  or  two  later,  General  Slocum  entered  my 
tent  with  a happy  face.  "It  will  all  be- well,’’ 
said  he.  "Grant  is  here.  He  has  come  from 
Washington  to  set  things  right.’’  Indeed, 
Grant  had  come  to  save  his  friend  Sherman 
from  himself.  He  showed  Sherman  that  he, 
Grant,  had  been  instructed  by  Lincoln  himself 
strictly  to  abstain  from  all  conferences  or  argu- 
ments of  a political  nature  with  the  enemy,  and 
how  the  capitulation  at  Appomattox  had  been 
framed  accordingly.  Sherman  was  appeased, 
except  that  he  continued  to  bear  a bitter  grudge 
against  Secretary  Stanton,  who,  he  thought, 
had  wantonly  insulted  him.  General  Johnston 
surrendered  his  army  on  the  26th  of  April,  on 
the  same  terms  as  those  on  which  Lee  had 


surrendered  to  Grant,  and  the  surrender  of 
other  Southern  forces  soon  followed.  The 
war  was  ended. 

Schur { Resigns  his  Commission 

As  soon  as  General  Johnston’s  surrender  was 
officially  announced,  I promptly  resigned  my 
commission  in  the  army  and  returned  to  my 
family,  who  were  still  sojourning  at  Bethlehem, 
in  Pennsylvania.  Thus  my  military  life  was 
over.  It  was  a life  full  of  most  interesting 
experiences,  ft  inspired  me  with  a very  high 
esteem  for  the  American  volunteer  soldier,  who 
in  the  aggregate  might  have  been  called  the 
American  people  in  arms.  Nothing  could  have 
been  more  magnificent  than  the  patriotic  ardor 
with  which  the  youth  of  the  country  — native 
and  foreign  born  alike  — crowded  around  the 
flag  of  the  Republic  when  President  Lincoln 
called  for  defenders  of  the  Union. 

Among  those  who  filled  the  ranks  there  were, 
no  doubt,  some  adventurous  spirits  whom  the 
prospect  of  a fight  would  have  attracted  under 
any  circumstances.  But  it  is  equally  true, 
doubtless,  that  the  overwhelming  majority 
consisted  of  men  who  simply  obeyed  the  voice 
of  duty,  which  called  them  as  American  citizens 
to  abandon  the  daily  pursuits  of  peace  and  to 
offer  their  lives  as  a sacrifice  to  their  country  on 
the  field  of  war.  And  this  patriotic  enthusiasm 
at  the  beginning  of  the  war  was  by  no  means 
a mere  momentary,  short-lived  effervescence. 
It  w'as  a moral  element  of  steadiness,  supplying 
what  the  volunteer  army  lacked  in  discipline. 
There  was  no  chasm  of  caste  or  fixed  social 
class  distinction  between  the  different  ranks, 
and  the  consciousness  of  this  led  to  a forget- 
fulness of  military  formalities  and  sometimes 
to  a decidedly  unmilitary  familiarity  of  tone 
between  subordinate  and  superior.  For  in- 
stance, the  rule  that  a private  must  give  an 
officer  a military  salute  whenever  and  wherever 
he  might  meet  him  proved  very  difficult  of  gen- 
eral enforcement.  Two  characteristic  incidents 
bearing  upon  this  point  are  especially  vivid  in 
my  memory. 

One  day  I had  a visit  from  a major-general 
serving  in  another  army -corps.  When  my 
visitor  departed,  1 accompanied  him  to  his 
horse,  and  noticed  that  the  sentry  guarding 
my  tent  did  not  present  arms*  to  him.  Re- 
turning to  my  tent,  1 sternly  asked  the  sentry: 
"Why  did  you  not  present  arms  to  the  general  ?’’ 
He  answered  with  the  utmost  coolness  (he  w^as 
from  a Western  regiment):  "Why,  sir,  the 
general  was  never  introduced  to  me.”  There 
were  also  instances  of  superabundant  civility. 
While  our  corps  was  stationed  in  Virginia,  in 
the  winter  of  1862-63,  a Connecticut  regiment, 
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the  Seventeenth,  was  attached  to  my  division. 
1 1 was  quite  fresh  and  was  sent  on  outpost  duty, 
mainly  for  the  purpose  of  instruction.  To  see 
whether  the  thing  was  well  done,  I rode  with 
some  officers  along  the  rear  of  the  picket-line. 


and  made  a profound  bow.  The  spectacle  was 
so  comical  that  my  companions  broke  out  in 
loud  laughter.  I rode  up  to  the  man,  corrected 
his  position,  and  asked  him  why  he  had  been  so 
elaborately  polite.  He  said  that  during  the 
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The  men  were  generally  well  posted,  face  to 
the  enemy,  and  permitted  me  to  pass  behind 
them  unnoticed.  But  one  of  them  evidently 
thought  that  this  was  discourteous  and  would 
not  do.  He  turned  round,  presented  arms 
with  one  hand,  took  off  his  cap  with  the  other, 


last  Presidential  campaign,  that  of  i860,  he  had 
heard  me  make  a public  speech  which  had 
impressed  him  very  much,  and  he  thought  it 
no  more  than  proper  to  give  me,  besides  the 
military  salute,  a further  mark  of  respect 
by  uncovering  his  head  and  bowing. 
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American  Army  Discipline  Amuses 
Bismarck 

Some  years  later,  when  I visited  Germany 
again  and  met  the  famous  Chancellor,  Prince 
Bismarck,  as  well  as  several  generals  of  the 
Prussian  army  who  had  studied  the  history  of 
our  Civil  War,  they  plied  me  with  questions 
about  the  organization,  the  spirit,  and  the  ef- 
ficiency of  our  volunteer  army.  What  1 told 
them  was  substantially  what  I have  put  into 
these  pages.  It  amused  them  immensely,  but, 
accustomed  as  they  were  to  judge  everything 
by  the  high  standards  of  professional  instruc- 
tion and  discipline  of  the  Prussian  army,  they 
seemed  unable  to  understand  how  an  army  like 
ours  could  fight.  How  would  it  cope  with  any 
of  the  regular  armies  of  European  powers, 
arrayed  against  it  on  anything  like  equal  terms 
in  point  of  numbers?  They  listened  with  a 
polite  smile  when  I expressed  the  opinion  that 
no  country  had  human  material  superior  to 
ours  as  regards  physical  development,  intelli- 
gence, and  martial  spirit;  that,  in  the  long  run, 
our  volunteers  could  outmarch  any  European 
troops  and  surpass  them  in  the  endurance  of  any 
sort  of  fatigue;  that  our  volunteers  would  build 
roads  and  extemporize  serviceable  railway 
bridges  and  viaducts  from  pine-trees  near  at 
hand,  with  nothing  but  nails  and  tools  such 
as  axes  and  saws  and  hammers  and  picks 
and  shovels,  and  a clever  engineer  to  guide 
them,  with  incredible  skill  and  rapidity.  I had 
seen  them  do  this;  and  I had  seen  them,  many 
times,  construct  temporary  intrenchments 
and  defenses  almost  without  tools.  In  my 
opinion,  they  would,  in  a conflict  with  a 
European  army,  suffer  some  reverses,  per- 
haps, at  the  beginning  of  a campaign,  on 
account  of  the  superiority  of  European  drill 
and  discipline,  but  would  soon  become  ac- 
quainted with  the  tactics  of  their  adversaries 
and  prove  decidedly  superior  in  the  long  run, 
especially  if  the  contest  were  to  be  fought  out 
on  American  soil. 

As  to  the  bravery  of  the  American  soldier, 
Northerner  as  well  as  Southerner,  volunteer 
as  well  as  regular,  there  can  hardly  be  two 
opinions.  He  will  not  suffer,  but  rather  profit, 
by  comparison  with  any  other.  In  his  courage 
there  is  a peculiar  element  of  national  pride. 
But  I must  confess  that  my  war  experience  has 
destroyed  some  youthful  illusions  as  to  the  ro- 
mantic aspect  of  bravery  or  heroism  in  battle. 
If  I were  to  venture  a definition,  I should  say 
that  true  bravery  or  heroism  consists  in  con- 
scious self-sacrifice  for  the  benefit  of  others,  or 
in  the  performance  of  duty;  and  the  less  expec- 
tation of  reward  or  distinction  there  is  con- 
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nected  with  the  act  of  self-sacrifice,  the  more 
genuine  the  bravery  or  heroism  will  be. 

Sherman  and  Grant 

I cannot  close  what  I have  to  say  about  the 
army  without  recurring  again  to  General 
Sherman. 

In  the  opinion  of  many  competent  persons, 
Sherman  was  the  ablest  commander  in  the 
Union  service.  I remember  a remarkable  utter- 
ance of  his  when  we  were  speaking  of  Grant’s 
campaign.  “There  was  a difference,”  Sherman 
said,  “ between  Grant’s  way  and  mine  of  looking 
at  things.  Grant  never  cared  a damn  about 
what  was  going  on  behind  the  enemy’s  lines, 
but  it  often  scared  me  like  the  devil.”  He 
admitted,  and  justly  so,  that  some  of  Grant’s 
successes  were  owing  to  this  very  fact,  but  also 
some  of  his  most  conspicuous  failures.  Grant 
believed  in  hammering,  Sherman  in  manoeu- 
vering.  It  had  been  the  habit  of  the  gen- 
erals commanding  the  Army  of  the  Potomac 
to  cross  the  Rappahannock,  to  get  their  drub- 
bing from  Lee,  and  then  promptly  to  retreat 
and  recross  the  Rappahannock  again.  Grant 
crossed  the  Rappahannock,  got  his  drubbing 
from  Lee,  but  did  not  recross  the  Rappahan- 
nock again  in  retreat.  He  went  sturdily  on, 
hammering  and  hammering,  and,  with  his 
vastly  superior  resources,  finally  hammered 
Lee’s  army  to  pieces,  but  with  a most  dreadful 
sacrifice  of  life  on  his  own  part.  Now,  com- 
paring Grant’s  campaign  for  the  taking  of 
Richmond  with  Sherman’s  campaign  for  the 
taking  of  Atlanta, — without  losing  sight  of 
any  of  the  differences  of  their  respective 
situations, — we  may  Well  arrive  at  the  con- 
clusion that  Sherman  was  the  superior  strategist 
and  the  greater  general. 

I have  already  mentioned  Sherman’s  letter 
to  the  Secretary  of  the  Treasury,  in  which  he 
expressed  his  own  distrust  in  his  faculty  in 
dealing  with  civic  affairs.  Several  years  after 
the  close  of  the  Civil  War,  at  a time  when  a 
Presidential  election  was  approaching,  some 
Republican  newspapers  suggested  General 
Sherman’s  nomination  as  the  Republican  can- 
didate. One  day  about  this  time  I happened 
to  meet  the  general  on  a ferry-boat  between 
Jersey  City  and  New  York,  and  in  the  course  of 
our  conversation  I referred  to  the  Republican 
papers  so  using  his  name.  Sherman  at  once 
burst  out  in  his  characteristic  fashion.  “ What  ? ” 
said  he.  “Do  they  think  I am  a damned  fool? 
They  know  that  I don’t  know  anything  about 
politics  and  am  not  fit  for  the  Presidency.  At 
least,  I know  it.  No,  I am  not  a damned  fool. 

I am  a happy  man  now.  Look  at  Grant ! Look 
at  Grant  [ What  wouldn’t  he  give  now  if  he  had 
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never  meddled  with  politics?  No,  they  must 
let  me  alone.  They  can’t  bedevil  me!”  There 
was  a treasure  of  the  rare  wisdom  of  self- 
knowledge  in  this  rough  speech,  and  it  was 
thoroughly  sincere. 

Sherman's  Story  of  the  Golden  Fleece 

When  he  called  himself  a "happy  man”  there 
was  a tone  of  just  exultation  in  his  words.  He 
was  indeed  a happy  man.  He  had  won  great 
renown  as  a soldier  and  an  immense  popularity 
all  over  the  Northern  country.  This  he  knew, 
and  he  thoroughly  relished  it.  All  sorts  of 
societies  and  public  organizations  had  made 
him  their  honorary  member,  and  he  appeared 
among  them  as  often  as  he  could.  Whenever  he 
entered  a theater,  which  he  did  very  often,  the 
orchestra  would  strike  up  "Marching  through 
Georgia”;  the  whole  audience  would  rise  and 
clap  their  hands,  sometimes  even  singing  the 
tune,  and  his  rugged  face  would  fairly  glow  and 
beam  with  pleasure.  Every  social  circle  greeted 
him  as  a most  welcome  guest,  and  at  receptions 
and  evening  parties  and  other  gatherings  the 
/‘pretty  girls”  would  come  up  and  kiss  him  — 
and  how  he  did  enjoy  all  this ! 

As  he  grew  older  his  mind  lost  little,  if  any- 
thing, of  its  original  vivacity.  His  conversa- 
tion bubbled  with  quaint  conceits  and  odd 
expressions  poured  forth  in  the  utmost  abun- 
dance with  great  freedom.  There  could  be  no 
more  entertaining  dinner  companion.  While  he 
lived  in  New  York  he  sometimes  dined  with  me 
or  I with  him;  but  he  was  most  interesting 
when  he  came  uninvited  and  unexpected, 
"just  to  make  a call,”  which  he  did  now  and 
then  in  the  evening  after  dinner.  Then  he 
usually  seemed  to  have  something  on  his 
mind  that  he  wanted  to  talk  about.  So  I 
remember  him  one  evening  after  nine  o’clock 
suddenly  bursting  into  my  drawing-room, 
when,  after  having  saluted  my  family,  he  at 
once  precipitated  upon  us  the  subject  then 
uppermost  in  his  mind. 

" Do  you  know,”  he  said,  "that  ancient  myth 
of  Jason  and  the  Golden  Fleece  is  no  mere 
myth  at  all?  It  is  history.  You  know,  those 
old  Greeks  were  great  pirates  and  filibusters. 
They  heard  somehow  that  in  a foreign  country 
not  very  far  away  there  were  rivers  or  creeks 
carrying  gold  sand,  and  that  the  natives  man- 
aged to  get  that  gold  sand  by  putting  sheep- 
skins with  the  wool  on  into  the  river  or  creeks 
in  which  the  gold  sand,  floating  down-stream, 
would  stick  fast.  Those  sheepskins  with  the 
wool  full  of  gold  were  the  ‘golden  fleece,’  don’t 
you  see?  Then  the  Greek  pirates  sailed  for 
those  countries  and  stole  the  golden  fleeces  and 
occasionally  took  some  native  girls  along  home 


with  them.  That  was  the  origin  of  the  myth  of 
Jason  and  Medea,  but  the  whole  thing  is  sub- 
stantially as  true  as  anything  in  history.” 
Thus  he  would  go  on  for  a while,  in  the  liveliest 
style,  elucidating  his  story  with  all  the  joyous- 
ness of  new  discovery.  This  theme  exhausted, 
he  would  jump  up,  thank  us  for  the  pleasant 
evening  he  had  had,  and  leave  as  abruptly  as 
he  had  come.  He  was  indeed  a happy  man, 
largely  owing  to  his  wise  abstinence  from  affairs 
for  which  he  did  not  feel  himself  fitted;  and, 
when  he  died,  everybody  who  knew  him 
regretted  that  he  was  not  permitted  to  enjoy 
his  happiness  some  years  longer. 

V andalism  in  the  Union  Army 

The  Union  army  has  been  blamed  for  cruel 
acts  of  vandalism  committed  in  the  Southern 
country,  especially  during  the  latter  part  of  the 
war.  This  charge,  which  has,  indeed,  been  very 
much  exaggerated  as  it  went  from  mouth  to 
mouth  and  from  newspaper  to  newspaper,  is  not 
entirely  groundless.  In  his  report  on  our  march 
from  Chattanooga  to  Knoxville  for  the  relief 
of  Burnside,  General  Howard  complained  that 
acts  of  robbery  and  wanton  destruction  of 
property  had  been  committed  by  some  of  the 
soldiers  — in  a country,  too,  in  which  a major- 
ity of  the  population  were  faithful  Unionists. 
This  complaint  did  not  apply  to  his  own  troops, 
but  to  a corps  of  Sherman’s  army  which  pre- 
ceded ours  on  the  march.  I myself  saw 
evidences  of  this.  I found  several  houses  on 
the  road  completely  stripped  of  everything  that 
could  be  moved;  I saw  a field  covered  with 
feathers  from  a feather-bed  that  had  been 
ripped  open;  I saw  a cradle  standing  by  the 
roadside  a mile  or  more  away  from  the  nearest 
human  habitation.  Evidently,  it  was  the  mere 
lust  of  looting  that  had  induced  soldiers  to 
carry  away  things  so  absolutely  useless  to  them. 

Later,  in  1865,  when  I joined  General  Sher- 
man’s army  at  Goldsboro,  North  Carolina,  after 
its  great  march  through  Georgia  and  the  Caro- 
linas,  1 saw  some  soldiers  frying  their  bacon  on 
silver  platters,  and  in  a general’s  tent  I was 
treated  to  the  finest  Madeira  wine  poured  from 
a large  silver  pitcher  into  silver  goblets.  When 
I asked  where  those  things  came  from,  the 
answer  was  that  the  army  had  been  fairly 
stumbling  over  them  in  South  Carolina,  and 
there  was  a lot  of  such  stuff  still  left  there.  I 
do  not  mean  to  be  understood  as  saying  that  I 
observed  many  such  instances,  but  I observed 
some,  and  I was  told  that  when  the  army  was 
foraging  for  its  sustenance  in  Georgia,  it  was 
impossible  to  watch  closely  enough  to  make 
sure  that  nothing  but  necessary  supplies  were 
taken,  and,  further,  that  when  the  army 
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marched  through  South  Carolina,  a feeling 
seized  upon  the  soldiers  that,  as  South  Carolina 
had  started  the  whole  secession  mischief,  it  was 
no  more  than  right  to  make  South  Carolinians 
suffer  for  it. 

Sherman’s  Two  Hundred  Gold  Watches 

Many  years  later  I had  a conversation  with 
General  Sherman  on  this  subject.  He  frankly 
admitted  that  the  necessity  of  “living  on  the 


country”  by  more  or  less  systematic  foraging 
had  relaxed  the  discipline  of  the  troops  to  a 
dangerous  degree,  and  that  the  grudge  of  the 
soldiers  against  South  Carolina  as  the  original 
“secession  hole”  and  the  instigator  of  the  rebel- 
lion had  certainly  existed  and  brought  forth 
deplorable  consequences.  He  denied  emphati- 
cally, however,  that  the  fire  destroying  the  city 
of  Columbia  had  been  started  by  his  troops, 
having  made,  as  he  affirmed,  the  fullest,  most 
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careful  and  impartial  investigation.  “But,"  he 
said,  “before  we  got  out  of  that  State  the  men 
had  so  accustomed  themselves  to  destroying 
everything  along  the  line  of  march  that  some- 
times, when  I had  my  headquarters  in  a house, 
that  house  began  to  burn  before  I was  fairly  out 
of  it.  The  truth  is,”  he  added,  “human  nature 
is  human  nature.  You  take  the  best  lot  of 
young  men, — all  church  members,  if  you 
please, — and  put  them  into  an  army,  and  let 
them  invade  the  enemy’s  country  and  live 
upon  it  for  any  length  of  time,  and  they  will 
gradually  lose  all  principle  and  self-restraint 
to  a degree  beyond  the  control  of  discipline. 
It  always  has  been  and  always  will  be  so. 
When  a fair-minded  man,  who  knows  some- 
thing about  war,  examines  the  conduct  of 
my  troops  under  the  circumstances,  he  will 
not  be  surprised  at  what  they  did,  but  he 
will  be  surprised  that  it  was  no  worse.  At 
any  rate,  I was  very  glad  when  I had  my  army 
out  of  those  States.” 

By  the  way,  it  is  a curious  fact  that  in  the 
South  General  Sherman  himself  is  still,  to 
this  day,  held  responsible  for  all  the  mischief 
connected  with  his  famous  march.  The  most 
ludicrously  extravagant  stories  about  his  per- 
sonal conduct  are  still  current  there.  A South- 
ern lady,  a friend  much  cherished  by  my 
family  for  her  character  and  intelligence,  told 
me  quite  seriously  that  General  Sherman  had 
himself  brought  with  him  from  the  South  over 
two  hundred  gold  watches.  I tried  in  vain  to 
convince  her  that  the  story  could  not  possibly 
be  true.  She  simply  insisted  that  she  knew  it 
was  true,  that  it  was  very  well  known  down 
South,  and  that  the  proof  of  it  was  in  the  State 
Department  at  Washington  ! 

The  sayings  of  such  a man  as  General  Sher- 
man on  the  effects  of  war  upon  the  morals  of  the 
soldiers  themselves  may  be  commended  to  the 
sober  contemplation  of  those  who  so  glibly 
speak  of  war  as  a great  moral  agency  — how 
war  kindles  in  the  popular  heart  the  noblest 
instincts  and  emotions  of  human  nature;  how 
it  lifts  a people  above  the  mean  “selfishness  of 
daily  life”;  how  it  stops  the  growth  of  the 
“vile  groveling  materialism”  which  is  too  apt 


to  develop  into  a dominant  tendency  in  a.  long 
period  of  peace;  how  it  turns  the  ambitions 
of  men  into  channels  of  generous  enthusiasm 
and  lofty  aspirations;  and  how  it  is  simply  a 
bath  of  fire  from  which  human  society  issues 
cleansed  of  its  dross  of  low  propensities, 
refreshed  in  its  best  energies,  and  more  ardent 
than  ever  in  devoted  pursuit  of  its  highest  ideals. 

The  Last  March 

Although  I had  resigned  my  commission  and 
was  no  longer  in  the  service,  I could  not  abstain 
from  going  to  Washington  to  witness  the  great 
parade  of  the  two  armies,  the  Eastern  and  the 
Western,  previous  to  their  final  dissolution,  and 
to  press  the  hands  of  my  old  companions  in  arms 
once  more.  My  experiences  during  the  conflict, 
and  sober  reflections  thereon,  developed  in  me  a 
profound  abhorrence  of  war  as  such ; but  I must 
confess,  when  I saw  those  valiant  hosts  swinging 
in  broad-fronted  column  down  Pennsylvania 
Avenue,  the  Army  of  the  Potomac  one  day,  and 
the  next  day  Sherman’s  army  of  bronzed  vet- 
erans,— the  men  nothing  but  bone  and  muscle 
and  skin, — their  tattered  battle-flags  fluttering 
victoriously  over  their  heads  in  the  full  pride  of 
achievement,  my  heart  leaped  in  the  conscious- 
ness of  having  been  one  of  them.  It  was  a spec- 
tacle splendid  and  imposing  beyond  description. 
But  was  not  that  which  followed  a spectacle 
far  grander  and  more  splendid  in  its  significance? 
— the  sudden  dispersion  of  these  mighty  hosts 
which  looked  and  felt  as  if  they  might  defy  the 
world,  but  which,  after  four  years  of  most 
bloody  and  destructive  fighting,  melted  away 
all  at  once,  as  if  they  had  never  existed,  every 
man  that  had  wielded  the  sword  or  the  musket, 
or  served  the  cannon  in  terrible  conflict,  going 
quietly  home  to  his  plow  or  his  anvil  or  his  loom 
or  his  counting-room,  as  a peaceable  citizen? 
That  this  transition  from  the  conditions  of  war 
to  those  of  peace,  this  transformation  of  a 
million  soldiers  into  a million  citizen  workers, 
could  be  accomplished  so  suddenly,  without  the 
slightest  disturbance,  even  without  any  appre- 
hension of  difficulty,  was,  in  its  way,  a greater 
triumph  of  the  American  democracy  than  any 
victory  won  on  the  battle-field. 
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